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Within a week they must be carried off from the
field, or the pods will burst open.35 Our com-
missar, who sensed what was brewing, came to me
and said, " The boys insist that the harvest must not
be lost on any account."

I thought it would be a good idea to promise a
reward of a hundred pesetas for the platoon with the
best record of work, but I very soon realized that it
would be quite impossible to make a distinction
between one group and another. They all set to
work everywhere during every spare moment of
their time, and automatically found their place in a
long line of harvesters without having to receive
orders from any sergeant or corporal. They got
busy during the day in the valleys and the sheltered
spots and at night in the hills; they even worked
through the sacred hours of the siesta while the
sweat trickled down their naked bodies. Such was
their fanatical zeal that a few groups actually ven-
tured at night to gather in the harvest in no-man's-
land right in front of our lines. I was just in time
to prevent them from picking the carob beans which
served as a very convenient natural camouflage for
our nests of machine-guns.

During these activities two of my soldiers were
wounded and one of my best men shot down ; but
the work continued. The enemy must have won-
dered what was possessing us: our men never